







- BUT IT ANSWERED 
A QUESTION FOR 
JIM AND JANE 


SEARCH ME. JUST 

\ IS. EVERYBODY 
BUT LET'S AsT DAD 


MORROW— WHY THATS 
, THE COASTER. BRAKE 


morrow's 


LKE MADE 7 




MORROW 


, MORROW 6 
COASTING 


> BRAKE MADE 


> MOTHER ON IT. THE 
Kl's ABOUT THROUGH, 
RJT THAT MORROW \ 


MORROW COASTER BRAKES 
ARE MADE BY A FAMOUS 
MAKER OF AUTOMOBILE 


A MORROW V 
’COASTER BRAKE 


NOW WATCH THIS — SEE HOW JUST A 
• TOUCH OF MY HANO STOPPED THAT 4 
WHIRLING WHEEL QUICK. THAT'S THE 
QUICK, SAFE STOPPING ACTION EVERY 
N BIKE BRAKE SHOULD HAVE 


THE MORROW COASTER BRAKE 

Today .man boy, and glrli no tha buyon ol MORROW. 









TOUCH OP »V HAND STOPPED THAT 
WHIRLING WHEEL QUICK. THAT'S THE 
QUICK, SAFE STOPPINO ACTION EVERY 



HUMOR COMICS 






HEAR YE.'... HEAR YE.',... HENNESSY Pi 
EGGNOG ANNOUNCES THE GRANP ORENINS 
Of HENNESSY P. ETCH'S mKHPOf 

NEW ENTERPRISE — Q&t> JOBS, IN C. 



ALL HUMOR COMICS 



ELOISE .THIS AD SHOULD 
BRING A STAMPEDE TO 
OUR DOOR TOMORROW.' 


HENNESSY p. EGGNOG (president. 
VICE-PRESIDENT, SECRETARY AND 
TREASURER^ INVITES YOU TO BRING 
YOUR PROBLEMS TO ODD JOBS, 
INC. ! REMEMBER: NO JOB TOO 
BIG - NOR YET TOO SMALL - 
. them ALLf. 


HENNESSY- 


MIGHTY BIG OF YUH 
\TQ MENTION JVie.* 


rTYPICAL OF ME, 
6LOISE -GENEROUS , 
^70 A FAULT/ J 


AU RIGHT, ELOISE, 
OPEN THE FRONT 
DOOR ADMIT 
THEM ONE AT A 
TIME.',. .WE MUST 
GIVE EACH CASE J 
CONFIDENTIAL A 
ATTENTION /Vr 


[owe AT A TIMS, 


' YES, DON'T ^ 
CROWD.' WHO'S: 
FIRST-iULPS 
IN --T7T--LINE7> 
s. 


[QUIET, ELOISE! 
\ WELL, SONNY. 

I WHAT CAN WE 
i DO FOR YOU’ 


'WHY. CERTAINLY WE 

can; you just feel 

i OLDf -I'LL HAVE YOU, 
V YOUNG AGAIN IN / 
V~JIG-TIME![/ 


r IF YOU > 
CAN MARE 
ME A 

. YOUNG . 

r BOY 

AGAIN, THE_ 


Promised 








AU RIGHT, ELOISB, 
OPEN THE FRONT 
DOOR.'... ADMIT 
THEM ONE AT A 

time;,,. we must 
Give EACH CASE i 
CONFIDENTIAL A 
ATTENTION/-/^ 








ALL HUMOR COMICS 



THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH! 
MONEY IS NO OBJECT- I'M A . 
RICH MAN.' 1 PONT CARE / 
MOW MUCH YOU SPEND -s' 
BUT I MUST HAVE A — ~v. 

SOME OF THAT s' RICH 

WATER! . "7 EH7 ... SIR, 

— 1 i / YOU'VE 

// V TALKED 

//y-~v V ME INTO 


THE FOUNTAIN OF 1 I'LL GET MUH 
YOUTH IS SUPPOSED I SiBO AN’ 
TO BE IN FLORIDA/ JA MITTENS ! 
THIS'LL BE A Yt7 C« is FLORIDA 
VACATION 1 \( SOUTH OF 
WITH PAY! A ^PENNSYLVANIA? 


remember'*' 

YOUR SLOGAN! 


AS! WE CANT 
^AKG YOU 
YOUNS! YOU'RE 
READY FOR I 

THE scrap ^ 
W HEAP' ■ 

\^Now!y H 


l_ 'UUft 

"NO JOB TOO 
1 BIG NOR YET 
TOO SMALL- 
l WE DO 'EM 


IT'S THE RESULTS THAT . 
COUNT/ IF THAT'S THE < 
FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH, I 
s , YOU'LL BE A YOUNG J 
I BOY IN FIVE 
\ MINUTES ! M 


FLORIDA IS 
SOUTH OF 
PENNSYLVANIA! 


/ AH H!... A^ 
r FOUNTAIN/... 1 
SAMPLE IT, 
eloise/.-itmay 
BE THE ONE 
WE'RE LOOKING J 
V FOR.'-/) 


ELOISE! YOU'RE A BABY/) 
WE’VE DONE IT! ^ s' 
FOUND THE YT Tr—^ 
FOUNTAIN I ( TV* 
OF YOUTH! 'J I l O , 


YUH MEAN. X/veS.' ISN'T IT \ 
THAT'S MB AYIONDERFULZ I 
IN MUH </ > WEIL SELL J 
CHILD- y BARRELS OfN 
HOOD 7 yf THE WATER/ WE'LL 1 
(BE DISGUSTINGLY I 
V' B/CAV/ y 



remember 

VOuR SLOGAN! 


US'. WE CANT 
MA* e VOU 
VOUNS.' vou Re 
READY FOR 

THE SCRAP. 

r heap 

R/NOw/y 


1 'UUft 9I«W 

"NO JOB TOO 
' BIG NOR VET 
TOO SMALL- 
. WE DO ’EM 



ALL YOU HAVE TO DO IS FIND ' 
THE FOUNTAIN OF VOUTH! 
MONEY IS NO OBJECT- I'M A . 
RICNMAN.' 1 PONT CARE / 
HOW MUCH YOU SPENP 
BUT I MUST HAVE -v 

Some of that / kich 

WATER! , "7 EhT ... Sir, 

, — I / / YOU'VE 

// V TALKED 

///Cijv V ME INTO 



come on. ELOise.' .Vow, boy! 

THE FOUNTAIN OF f I'LL GET MUH 
YOUTH IS SUPPOSED I $LEP AN’ 
TO BE IN FLORIDA.’ JA MITTENS! 
THIS'LL BE A \-rf OR IS FLORIDA 
VACATION I [ SOUTH OF 
WITH PAY! A ^PENNSYLVANIA? 





f TASTE IS IMMATERIAL.'... 
IT'S THE RESULTS THAT , 
COUNT/ IF THAT'S THE «f 
FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH, I 
v,, YOU'LL BE A YOUNG J 

7 BOY IN P/ve rf^ 
MINUTES! M 






' HSLLLLLLPS 
PQLEBECE! 
KIDNAPPERS.', 


GORSH ! ... 
SKINNY 
U'L. RUNT, 
AIN'T 17 > 


FOR ATTEMPTED N 
KIDNAPPING-- 
FlFTY DOLLARS . 
OR THIRTY / 
fcMVS/ / 


F WE'LL TAKE THE 
FIFTY COLLARS! 

WE'D BE FOOUSH y 
l NOT TO! Y 


I THOUGHT WE / 
WERE TOO LUCKy, S, 
FINDING THE FOUNTAIN. 
OF YOUTH THE , ^ 

,FIRST TRY/ / 


'QUIET, 

ELOISE 


1/mavbe \ 
r YOU WONT’ 
WAV'S TO 
TARE ANY 
MORE!... j 
Y LOOK.y 


BY TH' WAV, JUST" 

HOW BIG as 
FLORIDA? y 


/WHY WORRY! 
r YOU SHOULD 
BE THANKFUL 
THIS ISN'T . 

TEXAS/ 


ohhhhhh: \ 
ONE MORE 
DRINK AN' . 
I'LL 3L/S7T, 


RIGHT.' 

-GLUB 

BLUE*.' 


DRINK. 1 


OF YOUTH ! ... I'D DRINK 
FROM IT MYSELF- ONLV f 
.SOMEBODY'S GOTTA 
\TAKE care of the / 
V Young uns; / 


' YOU 

MEAN 






BY TH 1 WAV, JUST* 

HOW BIG as 
FLORIPA7 V 


DRINK/ 






f EXACTLY.' THE FOUNTAIN 
OP SOUTH',: I'D DRINK . 
FROM IT MYSELF.- ONLY ( 
SOMEBODY'S GOTTA 

Vtakb care of the / 

V VOUNG UNS.' / 


' you 

MEAN 


ALL HUMOR COMICS 



THAT THE DEAL IS \ 
CLOSED, X CAN TELL' 
VOU I WOULD HAVE . 
GLADLY PAID 
TWICE AS MUCHJJ^ 


*>• WANNA 
f KNOW < 
SOMETHIN', 


Iwe UPAV ANVTA 


[GORSH, WUZ IT ^ 
TZ&ELV -< 
[COUNTERFEIT^, 


ME AN IDEA!.. BY 
JOVB.WEUB NOT 
LICKED VET.' / 


| TNO‘... BUT \ 
X COULDN'T 
LET. HIM HAVE 

THE LAST , 

LAUGH, < 

> THE 
(Swindler'/ 


Dne train trip later. 


[ of course! 
CAN’T you 

Lread.’^ 


'UevERMINDl 
WE'VE GOT TO RU 
► THIS BACK TO 
I PENNSYLVANIA/ 





PAY ANVTf 










r NO, BUT MV 
UNCLECOulo.'.. 
EVEN THE FINE 
^ PRINT ! WHY, HE 


PENNSYLVANIA.' 





IS THAT 

FAIR7 


WH-WKO ARE 

Y OU7?... NO ! 
-IT CAN'T BE! 


EASY ) 

AGAIN.' < 
GOO! 600! 


THAT'S RIGHT.’' 
I PON'T CARE 
A HOOT HOW 
MUCH IT COST , 
v. YOU! A 


WHY, YOU—.'/ I 
TARE IT TO THE 

■t^couar: 


I DIDN'T SAY 
ENNY THIN* 


SHUT UP, 
ELOISE! 


NO. BUT YOU 
WERE THINKING . 
^ PLENTY.' ^ 


YOU CAN'T SUE 
ME.' I'M A MINOR! 
GOO! GOO! , 










WHY, YOU — « I'LL SUE!!... I'LL 
TAKE IT TO THE SUPREME / 

^couar: i'll — -s' 


THAT'S RIGHT. 1 ' 
I PON'T CARE 
A HOOT HOW 
MUCH IT COST , 
Y YOU! A 


YOU CAN'T SUE 
ME.' I'M A MINOR! 
GOO! GOO! , 


All HUMOR COMICS 



IS THAT 

FAIR? 


ANOTHER DAV.'.. I 
SLEPT LIKE A LOG- 
YAWN - TIME TO , 
v -r GET UP — J** 


WH-WKO ARE 

you??... no! 

-IT CAN'T BE.‘ 


BASy ) 

AGAIN/ < 
GOO! GOO! 


WHY, YOU --/' ILL SUE!!... I'LL 
TAKE IT TO THE SUPREME / 

Y^couar: m — 


THAT'S RIGHT.*' 
I PON'T CARE 
A HOOT HOW 
MUCH IT COST , 

v you: A 


I DIDN'T SAY 
ENNY THIN’ 


SHUT UP. 
ELOISE! 


NO, BUT YOU 
WERE THINNING, 
,__PLENTY.'X 


YOU CAN'T SUE 
ME.' I'M A MINOR! 
GOO! GOO! , 






BAD OLD BEAR, BE 
r'S HOW THIS STORY’ 


hello: tee-hee! 
I’M GIDDY.' r 







HELLO.* TEE-HEE! 
I'M GIOPY.' j. 







WHAT WAS THAT NOISE 7 
ZGULPs ... IT'S NOT THAT 
I'M FRIGHTENED-- JUST 
LSHY, V'KNOW* 


GlPPY COMBS TO THE FOREST OF THE BAP BEAR 
WHERE BRUMFF, THE OLP MEANIE, HAS HIS LAIR... 


HELLO, THERE, 

GIDDY GOOSEJ 


I WAS -ER- LOOKING FOR 
AD.' I'M GOING TO SEND 
AWAY FOR THIS COURSE^. 
on how to be 

STRONG AND ^ ‘ 

FEARLESS 

FOR IO CENTS!)' TJ 


7 YOU HAVE THE 
1 TEN CENTS, TOO, 
i HMMMMMI , 








GlPPV COMBS TO THE FOREST OF THE BAP BEAR 
WHERE BRUMFF, THE OLD MEAME. HAS HIS LAIR... 


0 BOOH, XU BE AS STRONG 
7 AS I AM BRAVE ANP HANP- 
SOME! THEN I'LL NEVER 
BE AFRAIP OF BRUMFF, / 
.the bao bear, again /J 



WHAT WAS THAT NOISE 7 
iGUL PS... IT'S NOT THAT 
I'M FRIGHTENED" JUST 
[SHY, YYNOW/ >4 





I WAS-ER--LOOKING FOR 
AD.' I’M GOING 70 SEND 
AWAY FOR THIS COURSE^. 
ON HOW TO BE /3o"TT<, 
STRONG AND * 

FEARLESS y-^fr 

FOR IO CENTS!)' 


7 YOU HAVE THE 
1 TEN CENTS. TOO, 
HAVEN'T YOU? 
i HMMMMM.' 




'COURSES ARE THE SUNK.' . 
YOU'LL STRETCH AND STRAIN 
i AND GRUNT AND GROAN, V 


ANYMORE/ ALL THIS 
EXERCISE IS KILLING 


'SHUCKS, THAT' 
AN OLD TWO- 
ySPINNING Ti 


r'S NOTHING BUT 
-FOR-A-PSNNY , 





\ LISTEN, CHUM, THOSE 
' COURSES ARE THE BUNK.' 
YOU'LL STRETCH AND STM 
i AND GRUNT AND GROAN, 



NO, NO.' T CANT STAND 
ANYMORE.' ALL THIS 
EXERCISE IS KILLING ME. 




r'S NOTHING I 




I'LL TELL VOU WHAT I'M GOING TO 1 

do: i'm not going to set a priceJ 
ON THIS PRICELESS TOP.' I'M not / 
GOING to CHARGE VOU POR A 
THIS THING OF WONDER/ I'M >3 1 

GOING TO GIVE IT TO VDU t v 

ABSOLUTELY FREE.' OF w pH 

COURSE, THERELL BE A / Tk'T 

SLIGHT CARRYING / A. 

CHARGE OF IO cents: / (Ik} 

I THANK YOU.' 



ALL HUMPH COMICS 


NOW I'VE GOT TO MAKS GlDOV ' 
REALLY IS rWAGlC.' THEN X CA 
LOT MORE Of MY OLD THINGS 


WELL, G'BYE NOW/ 


CANVAS. -JUST n 
VTHING I NEEO.' 


f JEEPERS-NO DIME, 
NO STRENOTH COURsfe, 
NO NOTHING BUT THIS 


TH-TH-THE '’I 
M-MAGIC T-TOP7J 




YOU CERTAINLY TALKED 
ME INTO THAT DEAL.' 
WELL, G'BYE NOW/ J>h 




f Ah, an old piece of 
.CANVAS. -JUST THE / 
Ik THING I NEED.' J 





ALL HUMOR COMICS 



W8BV ROARS AT THE WAV ^ 
UNAWARE Of WHAT FATE 


LAUGH THIS OFF, ME 
LITTLE TURTLE OWE! 


GIDDY. HEARING THE PITIFUL CRIES, tl 

FEARLESSLV TO THE RESCUE FLIES... I 

PLACING HIS FAITH IN THE TOP OF MAGIC, 

THE RESULTS OF WHICH COULD WELL BE TRAGIC.' 


TOO! Y'KNOW I'M JUST ' 
CA-A-RAZY ABOUT KITTEN] 
FRICASSEE.' y 


UNHAND THAT INNOCENT^ 
KITTEN, FOUL FIEND -OR I 
I SHALL BLAST YOU INTO J 
NOTHINGNESS WITH J 
MY MAGIC TOP.' 


'NO, NO, GIDDY.' RUN FOR ' 
.help; the tops a fake.* 







WSBY ROARS AT THE WAV HE TC 
UNAWARE OF WHAT FATE HAS I 



LAU0H THIS OFF, ME 
LITTLE TURTLE BOVBl 


iJ^C/<JBRUMFF, ( 

THE BAD BEAR/ 



f AH, NICE ANPCHUBBV. \ 
too: y'know i'm just ' 
CA-A-RATV ABOUT KITTEN I 
FRICASSEE y 



GIDDY. HEARING THE PITIFUL CRIES, t 1 

FEARLESSLY TO THE RESCUE FLIES... 1 

PLACING HIS FAITH IN THE TOP OF MAGIC. \ 
THE RESULTS OF WHICH COULD WEIL BE TRAGIC.' 


UNHAND THAT INNOCENtV 
KITTEN. FOUL FIEND -OR | 
I SHALL BLAST YOU INTO/ 
NOTHINGNESS WITH / 
MY MAGIC TOP.' 


ALL HUMOR COMICS 



GIDDY, FRIGHTENED, DROPS ■ 


I'M PARTIAL TO, IT' 
GOOSE — ME, S' 
lWITH GOOSEf 


AS THE BEAR COMES 


WITHOUT 6 STOP/ 


C ISN'T W-WORKING/1 
1 Goose is cooked-.) 
GOOSE IS COOKED;! 
!S- WHAT AM I SAVING 5] 


THE BIG BAD BEAR STEPS ON THE TOP, 

THE TOP BEGINS TO TWIRL, 

AND BRUMFF GOES ROIWD AND ROUND AND ROUND 
TILL HIS HEAD IS IN A WHIRL/ 


f THE MAGIC TOP HEALLY WORKED/ 
OLD BRUMFF IS OUT COLD! WELL 
THAT'S WHAT HE GETS FOR GOING 
.AROUND WITH A NASTY OlE>^- 


1 WONDER WHO GOT T 
STUCK IN THAT DEAL 
MAVBE THERE IS SOME 
THING ABOUT THAT TOP.' 
LHMMj I WONDER? 


ALL HUMO 



IF THERE'S ANVTHI NS 
I'M PARTIAL TO, ITS STUFFE 
fOOSE — ME. STUFFED 
WITH GOOSE? HA-HA/ 



GIDDY, FRIGHTENED, DROPS THE TOP 
AS THE BEAR COMES ON WITHOUT A STOP/ 


C ISN'T W-WORHING; 

' Goose is cooked- 

\ GOOSE IS COOKED' 
IS-WHAT AM I SAVING! 



! THE BIG BAP BEAR STEPS ON THE TOP, 

THE TOP BEGINS -O TWiRl. 

ano brumfp goes bo*oa«> round andrcund 

TILL His HEAP IS IN A WHIRL < 







ALL HUMOR COMICS 



ALL HUMOR COMICS 




This is not an ordinary day in the Kole 
Family.... for on -this day, exactly BIGHT 
TEARS ago, little Kittred ge Kole was born 




ALL HUMOR COMICS 


MAMA ....HERE'S THE GROCERIES ... AN 1 THE ^ 
LAWN IS MOWED... THE RUSS ARB CLEANED... 
THE SIDEWALK IS SWEPT... J EVEN CLEANED 
II ~~ n " T THE OLD STORE-ROOM... J 


HAPPV BIRTHDAY, KIT' 
THIS IS FOR YOU ON VOU* 
EIGHTH BIRTHDAY' ... 

NOW GO OUT AND 
PLAY/ MAMA /sX 
IS BUSY.' / 


HOW COULD MAMA DO SUCH 
A THING?? ... I'M GETTING TO 
BE qUITE A MAN NOW.’... y 


I MOTHERS UNDERSTAND 
THE KIDS OF THIS GtNfRATIOHf 
I I GUESS I'LL HAVE TO J 
I LIVE ALONE IN A CAVE & 
1 AND BUV ALL THE ■ 
W BOOKS I WANT.' ^ 



ALL nUMUK 



MAMA .... HERE'S THE GROCERIES ... AN 1 THE ' 
LAWN IS MOWED... THE RUSS ARE CLEANED... 
THE SIDEWALK IS SWEPT... 1 EVEN CLEANED 
^ .. - fin r THE OLD STORE-ROOM... i 






(* 

V" 


HOW COULD MAMA DO SUCH ^ 
A THINS?? ... I'M GETTING TO / 
BE QUITE A MAN NOW,'... / 





^..before i live the life op i 

HERMIT. 1 COL/AO SORT OP 
EXCHANGE THE ABCiOOKK* 
SOMETHING GROWSD UP.' 

. I MUST BE CAREFUL NOT . 
V" TO MARE ANY •-/ 


NOISE! 


'AH-HAi A FELLOW \ 
BOOK WORM!... GREAT.' 

WHAT, MAY I ASK. / 
.ARE YOU READING? ^ 
T -. hmmmm ...y 


'...BUT I THOUGHT 
THAT CATS LIKED/ 


BEG PARDON 
PARES TO I NT 


C-CAT THAT 
R.READS AND 
^T-TALACS/. 


MY LIBRARY . 
SANCTUARY i 


...A MERE 

CHIL.D7/ 


,WHAT IS IT, MY CHILD?- 
HAVE.I OFFENDED YOU? 


A VERITABLE WEALTH 
OF MATERIAL ... SHAKESPEAt 
POE, MARK TWAIN, TENNYSOI 
AND MOTHERS GIVE THEIR 

CHILDREN ABCs.'... ’ 

— rrr..nnn* I n kinaCS' 


A 3 C! WHERE 

DID YOU GET 
SUCH TRASH? J 


A-MAMA 
SAVE IT JO 
ME/.' 


O TEMPORA! O MORES! 

•TIS BUT THE RESULT 
OF MODERN TIMES . 

AND A WORLD UNFIT A 
FOR RIGHT LIVING.' j 


RAN 

AWAY 4 
■ FROM 
HOME! 




^..before i live the life of / 

HERMIT. I COUiO s ORT OF 
EXCHANGE THE ABC BOOjC FOK 
SOMETHING G ft OWED UP! 

. T MUST BE CAREFUL NOT 
TO MARE ANY 


...NOISE! 




BE G PARDON 
DARES TO INT 


RUPT C-CAT THAT 
PRIVATE W R-READS ANO 


MV LISRARV i 
SANCTUARY I 


...A MERE 
CHIL.PT/ 





A VERITABLE WEALTH ' 

OF MATERIAL ... SHAKESPEARE 
POE, MARK TWAIN, TENNYSON, 
ANP MOTHERS GIVE THEIR 
CHILPREN ABCs'.— W 
O TBMPORA! O MORES.' U 
'TIS BUT THE RESULT /■ 
OF MODERN TIMES /J 
ANP A WORLD UNFIT /TO 
FOR RIGHT LIVING.' S Wl 




ALL HUMOR COMICS 


'OKI I SEE ... AND I THINK I’M AWAKE OF ' 
YOUR PREDICAMENT.’ ... DON'T CRY, UTTIE 
BOY... I'LL BE YOUR PAW AND GIVE YOU 
THE GUIDANCE AND UNDERSTANDING 
THAT Ait CHILDREN NEED ... AND GOOD , 
.BOONS.' Now ... BLOW.' . /■ 


ALAS/ BUT J AM NUMBERED 
AMONG THE HOMELESS CATS OF 
THE COUNTRY.’ ... AT TIMES I 
RESORT TO MEOWING FOR, 
FOOD ... PERHAPS X COULD... ' 
THAT IS.. IF.. THERE’S ROOM , 

forme in you* HOUSE.’ J 


’ M'BOY, THERE'S NOT ” 
A FEMALe IN THE WORLD 
THAT CAN'T BE WON OVER 
THROUGH SUBTLE AND ^ 
tSKILLFUL HANPLING.’^B 


WELL, KIT... THIS SITUATION ^ 
REQUIRES THE TACTFUL ASSISTANCE 
OF OUR MUTUAL FRIEND, J 
THE MOUSE.' ^ 


fA mousett\ 

WHY. I THOUGHT \ 
THAT CATS DON'T] 
K. LINE mice: y. 





HUMOR COMICS 





'm'BOY, THERE’S NOT 
A FCMALB IN THE WOULD' 
THAT CAN'T BE WON OVER . 

Through subtle and 

kSHILLFUL HANDLING/^® 




WELL, KIT... THIS SITUATION ^ 
REQUIRES THE TACTFUL ASSISTANCE 
V OF OUR. MUTUAL FRIEND, / 
\ — l ™*MOUSEJ 


/a Mouse tt\ 

WHY, I THOUGHT \ 
THAT CATS DON'T I 
.LIKE MICE ! 7. 




ALL HUMOR COMICS 


( Gee... ip the \ 

FELLOWS COULD' 
ON LV SEE ME I 

now; y 


' KIT IS ARRANGING FOR ME TO \ 
BOARP WITH HIM.' IN RETURN, OF 
COURSE, FOR THE FORMAL „ y 
EDUCATION I WISH TO J 
s^glVE THg 


AHA! ... 'EVENING, MR. 
WHAT BRINGS YOU 
CAUING THIS 

late hour: y 


C.BUT THERE'S THAT PIFFICULT MOTHEK.\ 
PROBLEM.' HOW WOULO YOU LIKE TO DO A 
LITTLE SCARING TONIGHT FDR A POUND 

•• ..^r — i OFCHEseer/ 

[ wea_ i Pont \ — , / — — — ' 

/HNOWi AFTER ALL... ) V 

YOU'RE GETTING A y - 

i HOME OUT OF S 

V THIS... HMMM.'J Wl V ,"S 


/THIS REMINDS ~ 
" ME OF THE JOB 
X PULLED OFF ON 
IOLD MR. JACKSON 
L LAST WEEK.' l 




IUMOR COMICS 




f WEU„ I PON'T 
KNOW! AFTSKAU. 

vou'Pfi setting a 

HOME OUT OF < 
i THIS — UMMMl-J 








VBLP/m A'-., 
M-M-MOUSB. 


IVe never witnessed such an 

EXACTING PERFORMANCE... 

. I KNOW THAT DID r — rPuni 
V THE THICK.' /about 


STRAY CAT.. 
IN MY 
HOUSE i 


¥ NOW TO ^ 
' THE RESCUE? 
...A MOST 
FITTING AND 
DRAMATIC 

i CUM AY .'a 


HE SAVED YOUR LIRE, MAMA.’ m PLEASE- CAN 

7 I KEEP-HIM? HE WON'T 

X— T? TV I DRINX MUCH MILK... AND . 
/ I-T- LIKE HIM! 


Am SEE, KIT, ALL THE WORLD IS A STAGE AND 
WE ARE THE ACTORS.' YOU'LL NEVER REGRET 
THIS PEED ... YOU SHALL BENEFIT FROM THE 
MANY YEARS OF MY HUMAN EXPERIENCES 
, AW SUPERIOR WISDOM / ^ 


' WELL... 

ALL . 

.* ight -: 






7 NOW TO ^ 
f THE RESCUE.' 
...A MOST 
FITTING AND 
DRAMATIC 

iCUMAXii 



YOU WERE WONP6RFUL, CHEE5IE.' 

iVe never witnessed such an 

EXACTING PERFORMANCE. ' 

. I tf/VOW THAT DID 

'.THE THICK.' ' y 


STRAY CAT.. 
IN /My 
HOUSE: 


ABOUT THE 
, CHEESE T , 




ALL HUMOR COMICS 



7Ae Busiest Guy in 


town - minding everyone else's 




One small town's no different 
from another -and as small l_" 
towns go, there always goes ] 

Uncle Toddly.’ r — 1 I ] f 


OH-OH. 1 WHAT'S \ 
.GOING ON! BETTER] 
FIND OUT WHAT x' 

, THE MANOR'S 

Jurto ; r*rw 



HIVA, MAYOR.'- £(?.. 
H'LLOPe, MAYOR.'... 

hmmm! ... Got 

TROUBLES?... 
ANYTHING f 
i can voy 




NOW t'U TELL YOU WHY.'/ 
TAKE A LOOK AT THAT < 
CAR ACROSSTHE9TKEER 


- FAR BE IT FROM ME TO. ) 

PUMP ANYONE FOR - 

PERSONAL g^AU. RISHT, 
V INFORMATION/^/ FUDDLY-- 

,TX \. iGST-JALL RIGHT! 

KpJ. / YOU MIND EVERYONE 
H ELSE'S BUSINESS IN 
TOWN- MIGHT AS f 
L •if Q_WELL MIND MINE/ 


A DEPUTY 
. SHERIFF... ' 
I AND YOU 
CAN'T GET 


‘ UOLp TV' PHONE! 1-7- 

• " ONLY ASHED WHATWAS 


fTHAT'S only half of it/ the 
r SHERIFF DISAPPEARED.,. THE 
'CITY HALL SAFE'S JAMMED AND I 
CAN'T BE OPENED ...AND WE A 

■ JUST RECEIVED THE 

■ GOVERNMENT BONDS 

■ THE TOWN BOUGHTT^^^H 


-'GULP. 1 ,. IT'S 1 
FULL OF T0U6H 
. LOOKING ^ 
■ yeggs. 


FOR A NIGHT'S SLEEP/ VOI 
GET OVER BEFORE DARK 
AND SEE THAT YOU'RE 
THERE ALL NIGHT// 


THE MAYOR AND THE 

BONDS, TOO/ J2, 


w 



1 V ^ | It 






^THAT'S ONLY HALF 09 It.' THE I 
r SHERIFF DISAPPEARED... THE 
'CITY HAUL SAFE'S JAMMED AND 
CAN'T BE OPENED ...AND WE A 
M JUST RECEIVED THE 

■ GOVERNMENT BONDS 

■ TME TOWN BOUGhT/^^M 


; GULP. : ,. IT'S 1 
FULL OF TOUGH 
„ LOOKING ^ 

Iveggs.'^B 



'uOLO 1H'PH0*E! i-l- 

I r OHM ASKED WHAT WAS 


HOW THAT YOU'RE IN CHARG 
OF PROTECTING THE BONDS, 
I'M GONNA SNEAK OUT THE 
BACK WAV AND GO HOME C 
FOR A NIGHT'S SLEEP.' VOUl 
GET OVER BEFORE DARK Jl 
AND SEE THAT YOU'RE r^\ 
THERE ALL NIGHT// I 






All HUMPS COMICS 


L ROUND UP A 

: you, FUPPiy !_, 


SUP TO. 1 I'M ALWAYS GOOD 
FOR A LITTtE SHOOTING J 
BEFORE THE HUNTING 
^Season opens/ y ,js 


10V " MY LANDS! 


I YOKEL, FUPPIY, PROTECTING ' 
fiME ANP THE BONDS/ THERE'S 
NO TElUNG WHAT HE'LL LET j 

L happen/ 





Slice.' an i'll round up a 
.FEW MORE FOB YOU, fUOOLYt 



V X CAN'T SLEEP WITH THAT ^ 
\ YOKEL, FUpDIY, PROTECTING ' 
flME ANP THE BONDS. 1 THERE'S 
NO TELLING WHAT HE'LL LET , 

L happen / r — TT~*m^m 







ALL HUMOR COMICS 


I'VE SOT All THE BEST SHOTS 
IN TOWN BEHIND CITY HALL I 
PROTECTING THE BONDS.. J 
WEVE GOT TO STEER 
These crooks there !■ 

AND INTO THE TRAP/yfH 


HECK! -THE MAY OK 
HASN'T ANYTHINS To STEAL! 
OH-OH.'-THEY MUST'VE FT" 
MADE A MISTAKE,., 

AN' THINK THE BONDS / ' 

ft ARE HERE/ 


, AWAY/ 


THEY'VE 1 


BONDS AT CITY 
HALL, Y’ JERK 7? 
I'VE GOT THE T 
BONDS H£RE!J 


SOT GUNS! 


( I'M ONLY TRYING TO 
PROTECT YOUR LIFE — 
AND MV NEW SUIT.'/ 1 


'HEAP FOR 
vCITY HALL. 
( MAYOR..' 


( THERE V. 
rARE MORE 
OUT HERE.' 












( THERE V. 
rARE MORE 
OUT HERE.' 
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C'MQNi P0Y5/ rHEKf 

ARE TWO MORE OVER 
HERE IN TH- DITCH//>-*' 
DROP ’EM IF 
thevwahe /4» 

A FALSE f* 

MOVE/-// 


/OH.'S. 

■ TH-THEY'RE 
.G-GONNA J 
{.SHOOT J 

Ki us/ J 



m-mayor; 
r d-po 
SOMETHING! 



ACL RIGHT, YOU TWO-GET 
OR YOU'LL GET THE SAME 
AS YOUR PALS NEAR Jr' 
THE HOUSE DID/ 




WHY! YOU TOLD US TO COME 
. HERE AND PROTECT THE , 

MAYOR!,.. THAT YOU WERE < 
GONNA STAY AT CITY HALL 
N -7=— I AND PROTECT 


X THOUSHT I 


AT CITY 
HALLO 




7 THAT'S "1 
'APPRECIATION.' 

THANKS 
\ A LOT! A 
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ALL HUMOR COMICS 


( GOSH.' WHY CANT A FELLOW PICK HIS OWN ' 
' FAMILY? THEN I WOULDN'T HAVE A WORRY 
LWAKT FOR A BROTHER LIRE WILLIE... WHO 

7T1 WORRIES ABOUT . 

\ WHAT HE EATS AH' f 
/ V DRINKS AN' DOES... 
S yipw ! / IK An' everything.'/ 
M LSj}j I k^see... 


' HMM-M SUCH A 
BROTHER... HE. 
NEVER WORRIES 
ABOUT ANYTHING' 


YOU'LL READ' 
UP ON THESE 
RULES BEFORE 
.VOu BREAK 
Vyour heck'A 


THEM JUST TO SATISFY 
YOU, BUT THEY WON'T ' 


...DON'T PLAY WITH MATCHES ... DON'T 
FORGET TO TURN THE LIGHTS OUT.' DON'T 
THIS-TOH'T THAT/ RULES, RULES... 

tf ' - v RULES' 


V ...SAFETY RULES; WHO'd’ 
!/ EVER WALK IN HIS / 
/ SLEEP’'.' ... CRAZY / 
RULES... iSIGHS- I < 
CANT BS BOTHERED.., | 
...ITS... NOT... A- BAD / 

I -IDEA - T-TO SLEEP-./ 








ALL HUMOR COMICS 








HAPPENS TO HIM! 
WAKE UP- PLEA 











_ 







I AM!... 
CPOoOf! 









numoK 




I THOUGHT 
SO! IT DOESN'T 
SURPRISE ME 



r I'M AT A LOSS FOR 
WORDS ...THERE'S 
NOTHING LEFT TO 
L. SAV/ 
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.SAFETY RULES 
ARE JUST 50 
MUCH BALONEY/ 


'W-WHERE AM 17 W-WWAX MAPPENEO? 


WELL. -HE'S FINALLY 
WAKING UP.' IT'S . 
k ABOUT TIME ! J 


/ VDU WIN, OOAN.' LETS X 
f JUST FORGET ABOUT THE ’ 
SAFETY RULES... YOU MUST 
\HAVE A CHARMED LIFE// 


THEN HOW WOULD/ VERY SIMPLE.' BY MY 
YOU EXPLAIN ACCIDENTALLY STEPPING 
TH/S? /s' ON THE RAKE , IT THROWS , 
IT'JLL-j/ THE BOARD AT THE 
\ /HORSE, WHO KICKS/ 

\ / THE WAGON AND <t)/ ff - 

\l I KNOCKS OVER THE/' '' / > 

ttfil- \ FIRE HYDRANT' A 


'RULES. .bah: 
, GO BACK TO 
SLEEP/ ITS 
\ SAFER 
Vthat wav/ / 



WELL. -HE'S FINALLY 
WAKING UP.' IT'S . 
k ABOUT TIME J 



.SAFETY RULES 
ARE JUST SO 
MUCH BALONEY/ 


'W-WHERE AM 17 W-WHAT HAPPENED? 


/ YOU MIN, DOAN.' LETS^\ 
JUST FORGET ABOUT THE 
SAFETY RULES... YOU MUST 
SjjAVE A CHA/CMED UFE!/ 



WOUID/VERV SIMPLE.' BY MV 
.IN r—^ A«IPENTAUY STEPPING 
/s' ON THE RAKE, IT THROWS . 

■y THE BOARD AT THE . 

'HORSE, WHO KICKS / />- 
THE WAGON ANP rfj/ // - 
KNOCKS OVER THE/ ' / S 
FIRE HVPRANT.' / / 



r...YEAH - AND 
FLOODS THE 
WHOLE CITY, 

1 YOU VO PE! 



ALL HUMOR COMICS 






THAT'S ME, FOLKS- 
MITYMITE , THE 
HUMAN VITAMIN/ 


HART. 


SHRIMP/ 





• CAME TO PASS IN THE LAND CF DESPA 
■15 KING WAS BORN A PRINCESS FAIR; 


“POOR LITTLE PRINCESS, BORN WHEN 
WE, THE ROYAL FAMILY, ARE AT THE , 
MERCY OF TVRANTO, THE WICKED T 
1 7 GIANT' j-J 



ALL HUMOR COMICS 



AS THE BOV GREW UP, SO GR6W A DESIRE .. 
TO RESCUE THE PRINCESS H» PIP ASPIRE,' 


TVZANTO, THE WICKED GIANT l 


f I COULD SEE HER] 
close-up; I'LL J 
L BET SHE'S 
7 BEAUTIFUL/ /: ■% 
sigh;; / 


SO, SPYING, HEV? YOU INSIGNIFICANT 
' LITTLE TWERP/ I'M GOING 1 7 uo NO Plp 
TO THROW YOU INTO THE /l 
' —I RIVER/ /— — ' 'C— 37 


'a MIGHTY throw, ' 
■£ TO THE WATERS BELOW/ 


I'll Show you, you bully/ 
I'M GOING TO BECOME SO , 
fc. STRONG, ILL -I'LL - WELL, 
I'LL BE STRONG, THAT'S AL 


ALL nUMUK 



( I COULD SEE HERi 

closb.up; i'll y 

L BET SHE’S r^. 
7 BEAUTIFUL.' I 'M 
VlSISH!? / 






MIOHTY THROW, ' 
TO THE WATERS BELOW.' 




IU SHOW VOU, YOU BULLY.' 
I'M GOING TO BECOME SO . 

STRONG, IU- I'LL -VYELL, 
f \I'LL BE STRONG, THAT'S AL 
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[ SO HE READ AND STUDIED AT GREAT LENGTH 
TO TRY TO DISCOVER THE SECRET OP STRENGTH' 


HE ATE CEREAL FOR BREAKFAST, DINNER. AND LUNCH | 
TILL EACH TIME HE STRAINED. HE'D POP.CRACKLE 0*C»WCHj| 


* I've got ifTirs^H 
EXERCISE AND 
EATING CEREALS, AS ^ 
ADVERTISED! THAT'S 
WHAT WILL MAKE ME 
SanH strong.' 


? I'M GOING TO 1 

'GET so strong) 
THAT, IF ANYONE^ 
> MENTIONS IW 
CEREAL TO 
ME AGAIN, Yjl 
I'LL MOW 'EM/X 
DOWN, SO yf/\ 
HELP ME.' 


HE LIFTED, HE WRESTLED, HE CHINNED < 
HE POSED FOR THE PICTURES OF — 


HE BECAME SO STRONG AND FULL OF FIGHT, 
THAT THE PEOPLE NAMED HIM MITYM/TCJ 




BOOBERKNOCKER'S BUTTERMILK 
FOR BETTER BDILT BODIES- 

LtAJiON -_A^Mf ; N OyLR 3QOLA^L.--Ar^£ YOp_£AT 



GOOD PEOPLE OF DESPAIR, 
THIS IS THE LAST STRAW 
THAT BROKE THE SODA'S J 
BACK! I GO NOW TO 
SLAV THE WICKED GlANT/Jg 

AND RESCUE THE . 

PRINCESS FAIR! f &»■ 
YEAH, MAN!/ S fB 


^"■PROCLAMATION- ' 

COWARDS OF DESPAIR -BEAO THIS ' 
, 1, TVBANTO, ON THURSDAY HEX' 
DO FROCIAIM A FEAST AND WIRT 
FOR I MARRY THE FRINCE5S 01 
■ NEXT BIRTHDAY.... 




EXERCISE ANP 
EATING CEREALS, AS ^ 
ADVERTISED! THAT'S 
WHAT WILL. MAKE ME 

STRONG.' 





HE BECAME SO STHONG AND FULL Of FIGHT. 
THAT THE PEOPLE NAMED HIM MITYMITCJ 



t' "* 'PROCLAMATION- 

COWARDS OF DESPAIR - REAP THIS TE 
, 1, TVRANTO, ON THURSDAY NEXT. 
DO PROCIAIM A FEAST AND MIRTH 
FOR I MARRY THE PRINCESS ON. I 
NEXT BIRTHDAY.... 




ALL HUMOR COMICS 


>®0OV, I FEEL LIKE A 
BUNDLE OF WILDCATS . 
*3 TODAY •• OR MAYBE 
r irs just this leopard/^ 
SKIN UNDERWEAR 
THAT'S SO SCRATCHY .* )\^~X 


'TIS X, MITYMITfi, FAIR 
PRINCESS.' X HAVE COME 
TO SAVE YOU, AND SLAV. 
THE FOUL TYRANTO.' f 
SEE MY MUSCL6S7y 


WITH LAUGHTER.' Hb-VJK-HEBI DO YOU CALL. 
THOSE MUSCLES? TVE 

SEEN B GGER L»MPS Ma fg l 
IN MASHED POTATOES.' 



; TO THE CASTLE , EYES BRIGHT AND FULL OF ZiBT, 
1 KUSHftP MITYMIT6 TO MEET HIS TEST/ 


BOV, I PEEL LIKE A 
— / BUNDLE OF WILDCATS . 
*3 TODAY •• OR MAYBE _^S- 
r IT'S JUST THIS LEOPARD- 
SKIN UNDERWEAR 
THAT'S SO SCRATCHY / ]\Yy 



10CKEP0ATES TO HIM MEANT NOTHINO AT ANL* 
FOB MITTMITE SMASHED THROUGH THE WALL 





PENT-UP RASE, THE MITY/MITE 
„g HIMSELF INTO THE FlgHT/ , 
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Ltvranto, big, but clumsy and slow, 

IS NO MATCH FOB A LITTiE PVNAMOf 


' MV BOY, IN BEHALF OP I 
; ANP OUR ROYAL FAMIL- 
BRAVE ACT WHICH HAS 
YOU MAY HAVE MY PAU 


SINCE WE ARE BETROTHED. 
X SHALL UNVEIL FOR YOU, 

MY HERO.' j — ' 


WAIT FOR ME.' 


Moral: you’ll find anticipation I 
is more fun than realisation/ 1 




Itvkanto, BIG, BUT CLUMSY AMD SLOW, 
[is no match fob a uT-rie pvna mo : 



ru toss you to 
SEE WHO WINS/ 





AFTER ALL THESE VEARS OF WANTING HER- 
NOW THAT I'VE GOT THE PRINCESS, I DON'T. 
KNOW WHAT TO DO WITH HER.' 




HEY, TVRAN TO, 
> WAIT FOR ME/ 


Moral: You'U find anticipation I 
is more fun than realisation/ 1 


lfrjwft m 

*— — ir 1 


ALL HUMOR COMICS 

MISTER BUTTS 


E ZRA PINKNEY, 265 pounds 
of jolly good nature, fum- 
bled with hia collar which was 
a half size too small, and looked 
at his fat red face in the mirror. 
It was very important that Ezr ( 
got that collar fastened. This 
was a big day for him; he was 
going to town to sell his farm. 

Now. selling his farm was 
something positively new for 
Ezra Pinkney, who had owned 
it for nigh onto thirty years. 
Twenty years prior to owning it; 
he had worked on it in the ca- 
pacity of “hand” to the owner. 
Ezra had been a good hand, so 
when it came time for the owner, 
who was getting along, to bid 
the world farewell, he had given 
the farm into Ezra's loving care! 

For thirty years Ezra had 
nursed the soil and seen to it 
that bountiful crops sprung 
from the moist loam. Eventually 
he had taken to himself a good 
wife, who lacking something of 
Ezra's generous girth, neverthe- 
less had all his fun-loving na- 


Liza Pinkney knew no other 
life than the farm. She feared 
the city for what it was— a bad 
place. She loved the earth, the 
free air, the lush vegetables 
and the prime ripe fruits, and 
she loved the golden harvests. 
She didn't even dread the great 
groaning tables of food which 
the harvest demanded. No, all 
this went with life on the farm! 

Liza did not relish the idea 
of leaving. She couldn't under- 
stand Ezra's sudden decision to 
abandon the soil for the city. 

But his mind was made up. 

He tugged at his collar, trying 
to stuff his several chins into 
place. He held his breath and 
tugged. Then he let it go, and 
the button snapped free, fell to 
the floor and rolled under the 


dresser. He bent over to hunt it. 
Whenever Ezra bent over, a 
whole lot of him bent at one 


His hand felt under the dark 
area below the dresser. The door 
to the room was wide open. Pant- 
ing with his exercise, he didn’t, 
hear the stealthy approach of 
the intruder. He didn't .know 
anyone else was in the room un- 
til a terrific jolt hurled him 
head first into the. dresser. With 
a groan he Bank down on »U 
fours, looking around with a wry 
face. Mister Butts stood regard- 
ing the irate Ezra stolidly, 
whimsically, and with a leer in 
his pale blue eyes. Mister Butts' 
long 'chin whisker quivered, 
jerked. He lowered his head and 
said, "Ba-a-a!” 

“Sent I" yelled Ezra, rolling 
out of range behind the bed. 
“Git, you dratted critter!” 

Mister Butts backed out of 
the room, still eyeing Ezra from 
the hall. Ezra scrambled to his 
feet and picked up a shoe. He 
hurled the missile but in taking 
a forward step, his toe caught 
on the rug and he landed on 
his face. 

The whole house shook. Mister 
Butts leaped and pranced in the. 
hall, seemingly enjoying the 
man's discomfiture. He suid, dis- 
dainfully, “Baa-a— ba-a-a!" 

Ezra groaned and climbed 
again to his short fat knees, then 
upward, like a mountain right- 
ing itself after being toppled 
after an earthquake. He shook 
his fist at the grinning, whisker- 
shivering goat, which lowered 
its head and made os if to start 
ramming again. 

Ezra scuttled across the room 
and fell on the bed, which col- 
lapsed with a clatter of slats, 
groaning springs, and folding 
bedsteads. Fighting the iron 
and lumber maBs, Ezra worked 


his way out of the debris just 
as Liza hustled into the room. 

"Land sakes, Ezra, what is 
going on herd And a man your 
age!” Liza's fat face was shiny 
with sweat. 

"It's .that— that Where’s 

that grinning goatt” 

"Ezra!” cried the woman. 
"Mister Butts is lying peace- 
fully on the lawn . . . there, 
see for yourself." She drew back 
the curtains and pointed. The 
goat was lying as she had said. 

"Well, I'll be — " Ezra scratch- 
ed his head. "He butted me, the 
ugly •' 

"Why, Ezra, I never did hear 
you take on so.” complained 
Liza. "Poor Mister Butts ” 

"I'll poor Mister Butts him! 
Just let him keep his place, 
that's all I ask. Buttin' me ” 

Ezra eventually got his tie on 
and oozed himself into his coat. 
He was perspiring and hot. And 
breathing hard, lie wasn't used 
to city clothes. Holy mackerel, 
he was hot! 

He headed for the porch. He 
saw the lawn hose lying on the 
grass. He went down the steps 
and picked it up, turning on the 
stream. He'd just shower the 
lawn, cool things off a bit. He 
had just got the swivel adjusted 
nicely when Mister Butts, one 
eye squinted mischievously, 
squared off. He leaped across the 
lawn, skidding on the hose. It, 
jerked out of its swivel, swishing 
water all over Ezra. The fat 
man simply stood there, taking 
the stream full in the face. Then 
he roared and charged. 

Mistef Butts daintily side- 
stepped and gave a nasty "Ban- 
ana!” Then he scuttled around 
the house. Ezra wasn't to be 
balked this time. He'd kill that 
ornery goat! He puffed after 


E zra pinkney, 205 pounds 

of jolly good nature, fum- 
bled with hia collar which was 
a half size too small, and looked 
at his fat red face in the mirror. 
It was very important that Ezrf 
got that collar fastened. This 
was a big day for him; he was 
going to town to sell his farm. 

Now, selling his farm was 
something positively new for 
Ezra Pinkney, who had owned 
it for nigh onto thirty years. 
Twenty years prior to owning it; 
he had worked on it in the ca- 
pacity of "hand” to the owner. 
Ezra had been a good hand, so 
when it came time for the owner, 
who was getting along, to bid 
the world farewell, he had given 
the farm into Ezra's loving care! 


For thirty years Ezra had 
nursed the soil and seen to it 
that bountiful crops sprung 
from the moist loam. Eventually 
he had taken to himself a good 
wife, who lacking something of 
Ezra '8 generous girth, neverthe- 
less had all his fun-loving na- 


Liza Pinkney knew no other 
life than the farm. She feared 
the city for what it was— a bad 
place. She loved the earth, the 
free air, the lush vegetables 
and the prime ripe fruits, and 
she loved the golden harvests. 
She didn't even dread the great 
groaning tables of food which 
the harvest demanded. No, all 
this went with life on the farm! 

Liza did not relish the idea 
of leaving. She couldn't under- 
stand Ezra's sudden decision to 
abandon the soil for the city. 

But liis mind was made up. 

He tugged at his collar, trying 
to stuff his several chins into 
place. He held his breath and 
tugged. Then he let it go, and 
the button snapped free, fell to 
the floor and rolled under the 


dresser. He bent over to bunt it. 
"Whenever Ezra bent over, a 
whole lot of him bent at one 

Hia hand felt under the dark 
area below the dresser. The door 
to the room was wide open. Pant- 
ing with his exercise, he didn't, 
hear the stealthy approach of 
the intruder. He didn't , know 
anyone else was in the room un- 
til a terrific jolt hurled him 
head first into the. dresser. With 
a groan he Bank down on all 
fours, looking around with a wry 
face. Mister Butts stood regard- 
ing the irate Ezra stolidly, 
whimsically, and with a leer in 
his pale blue eyes. Mister Butts' 
long 'chin whisker quivered, 
jerked. He lowered his head and 
said, “Ba-a-a!" 


"Sent!" yelled Ezra, rolling 
out of range behind the bed. 
"Git, you dratted critter 

Mister Butts backed out of 
the room, still eyeing Ezra from 
the hall. Ezra scrambled to his 
feet and picked up a shoe. He 
hurled the missile but in taking 
a forward step, his toe caught 
on the rug and he landed on 
his face. 

The whole house shook. Mister 
Butts leaped and pranced in the 
hall, seemingly enjoying the 
man's discomfiture. He said, dis- 
dainfully, "Baa-a— ba-a-a!" 

Ezra groaned and climbed 
again to his short fat knees, then 
upward, like a mountain right- 
ing itself after being toppled 
after an earthquake. He shook 
his fist at the grinning, whisker- 
shivering goat, which lowered 
its head and made as if to start 
ramming again. 

Ezra scuttled across the room 
and fell on the bed, which col- 
lapsed with a clatter of slats, 
groaning springs, and folding 
bedsteads. Fighting the iron 
und lumber mass, Ezra worked 


his way out of the debris just 
as Liza hustled into the room. 

"I<and sakes, Ezra, what is 
going on here? And a man your 
age!’’ Liza's fat face was shiny 
with sweat. 

"It's .that— that Where’s 

that grinning goatt" 

’’Ezra!’’ cried the woman. 
“Mister Butts is lying peace- 
fully on the lawn . . . there, 
see for yourself." She drew back 
the curtains and pointed. The 
goat was lying as she had said. 

"Well, I’ll be — ’’ Ezra scratch- 
ed his head. "He butted me, the 
ugly " 

"Why, Ezra, I never did hear 
you take on so." complained 
Liza. "Poor Mister Butts ’’ 

"I'll poor Mister Butts him! 
Just let him keep his place, 
that’s all I ask. Buttin’ me ” 


Ezra eventually got his tic on 
and oozed himself into his coat. 
He was perspiring and hot. And 
breathing hard. He wasn't used 
to city clothes. Holy mackerel, 
he was hot! 

He headed for the porch. He 
saw the lawn hose lying on the 
grass. He went down the steps 
and picked it up, turning on the 
stream. He'd just shower the 
lawn, cool things off a bit. He 
had just got the swivel adjusted 
nicely when Mister Butts, one 
eye squinted mischievously, 
squared off. He leaped across the 
lawn, skidding on the hose. It, 
jerked out of its swivel, swishing 
water all over Ezra. The fat 
man simply stood there, taking 
the stream full in the face. Then 
he roared and charged. 

Misted Butts daintily side- 
stepped and gave a nasty "Baa- 
aaal" Then he scuttled around 
the house. Ezra wasn't to be 
balked this time. He'd kill that 
ornery goat! He puffed after 


the animal, took the corner in 
n roly-poly lurch, and was just 
lengthening his stride when his 
right foot was caught by some- 
thing and he pitched onto the 
gravel, skidding along a good 
two feet on his hands and knees. 

He lay for a moment, grunt- 
ing and saying unprintable 
things. Both knees were ripped, 
both hands were gravel-cut. His 
nose had a long, scratch. He got 
to his feet and surveyed the 
cause of his downfall. A chain. 
Not simply a chain, but Mister 
Butts' chain ! The chain that 
held the goat tethered whenever 
he required ticing. 

Ezra didn't see it, but Mister 
Butts was peeking around the 
corner of the house at this spect- 
acle and if a goat is capable of 
laughing, then Mister Butts was' 
doing it. His sides shook. His 
goatee shook. 

Ezra stomped into the house. 
Liza sow him in the hall. She 
held up hSr hands in horror. 

Ezra Pinkney! Whatever hap- 
pened to you f ” 

Ezra glared. "Nothin'. Noth- 
in' at all, Liza. J'm just gettin' 
dressed to go to the city, . . . 
Oh, that goat!" 

Striding into his room, Ezra 
slammed the door, and peeled off 
his tattered suit. He had an-' 
other, several years old. It was 
sadly out of date, but it would 
have to do. Ezra was soaked. He 
dried himself and got into the 
other clothes. They were too 
small. The pant legs didn't come 
within five inches of his shoe 
tops. The sleeves were that many 
inches too short. The coat 
wouldn't button. All because of 
that blankety goat! 

Ezra’s door opened and Liza 
stood th?jAlookiiig at him. 
Then she B^e into laughter. 
"Oh, Ezra, you do look a sight! 
City clothes just don’t become 


"Woman," roared Ezra, “I’ll 
have no more of that! Between 
yon and that dratted goat—" 
Liza's face sobered. •'Ezra," 
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she said quietly, “maybe this is 
all for a purpose. Maybe you 
shouldn't sell the farm. Maybe 
that's—” , 

“Bah!" Ezra made an impa- 
tient gesture. 

"Baa-aa!" came the voice of 
Mister Butts from outside. 

“I'm sellin' the farm and 
that's all there is to it." Ezra 
glowered at his wife. “And now 
— or— well, that's all there is to 
it." With that Ezra stalked out 
of the house. He headed for the 
dilapidated looking Ford stand- 
ing in the drive. With a silent 
malediction he regarded the fiat 
tire. Well, there was only one 
way to fix that. He got out the 
pump. 

.Tacking the wheel up, he at- 
tached the hose. He began pump- 
ing. At the third stroke, his 
coat split down the back. The 
fat was too much for it, plus 
the exertion. He slammed the 
pump down and hurried into 
the house. 

"Liza!" he called. His wife 
came into the kitchen. “What 
is it now, Ezra!” she asked. 

He turned around, then re- 
moved his torn coat. .“Can you 
sew it up, Liza, quick?" 

Liza shook her head somber- 
ly. "Land o' livin’, Ezra, what 
next? Mister Bu— ” 

“No!" snapped Ezra. “Not 
Mister Butts this time. But that 
dern goat started the whole 

Liza stifled a grin and took 
Ezra's coat off to mend. In a 
little while she was back, and 
Ezra put it on. Then he put a 
fat arm about her shoulders and 
grinned wryly. 

“Didn't mean to be hasty 
with you, Liza, but that dratted 
goat—" 

"1 know, Ezra. He is a cau- 
tion. Well, get out to town now 
an'— an' sell the farm." A hint 
of tears were in Liza's eyes. 
Ezra turned away and said, 
“ 'Bye, Liza.” 


Ezra finished pumping the 
tire and got in the ancient car. 
It ground over and burst into 
a roar. Ezra went clattering 
down the drive and out into the 
road. The wind fanned his hot 
brow. He hummed a little tune. 
Yes, it would be nice living in 
l . ~ city. Of course, Liza now 
. . . but she would soon get used 
to it. The farm was a hard life. 
They needed a change. . . . 

Fifty feet in front of the 
car a gray blur bounded into 
the road and, with lowered head, 
charged at the Ford's radiator. 
Ezra tramped hard on the brake 
and gripped the wheel. The goat 
hit the right front tire. It blew 
out witii a loud explosion, and 
the car leaped into the ditch, 
folding up like a tired accordian. 

The first thing Ezra heard 
was Liza saying, “1 do believe 
this was all meant to be. Ezra 
should never have considered 
selling the farm. Poor dear, he 
did get jarred up, but he'll be 
all right.” 

The doctor put away his ban- 
dages and bed-smelling things 
and grinned. "Sure, Mrs. Pink- 
ney. You can’t hurt an old goat 
like Ezra!” 

"Hm !" Ezra opened his 
rheumy eyes; “Old goat, eh? 
I've heard enough of goats!" 

He saw that he was lying on 
the hall couch. His own bed was 
a pile of rubble. His only two 
suits were ruined. He was stove 
in and battered up. He could 
hardly move. He couldn't go to 

He said, "Liza." She came 
and sat beside him. He. took her 
hand. "Liza, if this here trouble 
was all because I got an all- 
fired notion to sell out, then I'll 
say here an' now it's all off. I'm 
not gonna sell th' farm!'’ 

"Hurray!" cried Liza, kissing 
liis bruised brow. 

"Baa-aaa-a!" chortled 1 Mister 
Butts from somewhere outside. 

"Bah!" said Ezra, and turned 
with his face to the walk 


the animal, took the corner in 
» roly-poly lurch, and was just 
lengthening his stride when his 
right foot was caught by some- 
thing and he pitched onto the 
gravel, skidding along a good 
two feet on his hands and knees. 

He lay for a moment, grunt- 
ing and saying unprintable 
things. Both knees were ripped, 
both hands were gravel-cut. His 
nose had a long scratch. He got 
to his feet and surveyed the 
cause of his downfall. A chain. 
Not simply a chain, but Mister 
Butts’ chain ! The chain that 
held the goat tethered whenever 
he required tieing. 

Ezra didn't see it, but Mister 
Butts was peeking around the 
corner of the house at this spect- 
acle and if a goat is capable of 
laughing, then Mister Butts was' 
doing it. His sides shook. His 
goatee shook. 

Ezra stomped into the house. 
Liza saw him in the hall. She 
held up hSr hands in horror. 

Ezra Pinkney! Whatever hap- 
pened to you t” 


Ezra glared. "Nothin'. Noth- 
in’ at all, Liza.Jl'm just gcttin' 
dressed to go to the city. . . . 
Oh, that goat!" 

Striding into his room, Ezra 
slammed the door, and peeled off 
his tattered suit. He had an-' 
other, several years old. It was 
sadly out of date, but it would 
have to do. Ezra was soaked. He 
dried himself and got into the 
other clothes. They were too 
small. The pant legs didn't come 
within five inches of his shoe 
tops. The sleeves were that many 
inches too short. The coat 
wouldn't button. All because of 
that blankety goat! 

Ezra's door opened and Liza 
stood th?jAlooking at him. 
Then she^^Be into laughter. 
"Oh, Ezra, you do look a sight I 
City clothes just don’t become 


"Woman," roared Ezra, "I’M 
have no more of that! Between 
you and that dratted goat—’’ 
Liza’s face sobered. "Ezra,’* 
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she said quietly, "maybe this is 
all for a purpose. Maybe you 
shouldn’t sell the farm. Maybe 
that's—” , 

"Bah!" Ezra made an impa- 
tient gesture. 

“Baa-aa!’’ came the voice of 
Mister ButU from outside. 

"I’m sellin' the farm and 
that’s all there is to it." Ezra 
glowered at his wife. “And now 
— or— well, that’s all there is to 
it.” With that Ezra stalked out 
of the house. lie headed for the 
dilapidated looking Ford stand- 
ing in the drive. With a silent 
malediction he regarded the flat 
tire. Well, there was only one 
way to fix that. He got out the 
pump. 

.Tacking the wheel up, he at- 
tached the hose. He began pump- 
ing. At the third stroke, his 
coat split down the back. The 
fat was too much for it, plus 
the exertion. He slammed the 
pump down and hurried into 
the house. 


“Liza!” he called. His wife 
came into the: kitchen. “What 
is it now, Ezra!” she asked. 

He turned sround. then re- 
moved his torn coat. ."Can you 
sew it up, Liza, quick?” 

Liza shook her head somber- 
ly. "Land o - livin', Ezra, what 
next? Mister Bu— ” 

“No!” snapped Ezra. “Not 
Mister Butts this time. But that 
dern goat started the whole 


Liza stifled a grin and took 
Ezra’s coat off to mend. In a 
little while she was back, and 
Ezra put it on. Then he put a 
fat arm about her shoulders and 
grinned wryly. 

“Didn't mean to be hasty 
with you, Liza, but that dratted 
goat— ” 

"I know, Ezra. He is a oau- 

nn'— an' sell the farm." A hint 
of tears were in Liza's eyes. 
Ezra turned away and said, 
" 'Bye, Liza.” 


Ezra finished pumping the 
tire and got in the ancient car. 
It ground over and burst into 
a roar. Ezra went clattering 
down the drive and out into the 
road. The wind fanned his hot 
brow. He hummed a little tune. 
Yes, it would be nice living in 
i . ~ city. Of course, Liza now 
. . . but she would soon get used 
to it. The farm was a hard life. 
They needed a change. . . . 

Fifty feet in front of the 
car a gray blur bounded into 
the road and, with lowered head, 
charged at the Ford’s radiator. 
Ezra tramped hard on the brake 
and gripped the wheel. The goat 
hit the right front tire. It blew 
out wit'll a loud explosion, and 
the car leaped into the ditch, 
folding up like a tired accordian. 

The first thing Ezra heard 
was Liza saying, “1 do believe 
this was all meant to be. Ezra 
should never have considered 
selling the farm. Poor dear, he 
did get jarred up, but he’ll be 
all right." 


The doctor put away his ban- 
dages and bed-smelling things 
and grinned. "Sure, Mrs. Pink- 
ney. You can’t hurt an old goat 
like Ezra!" 


"Hm !” Ezra opened his 
rheumy eyes: "Old goat, eht 
I've heard enough of goats!" 

lie saw that he was lying on 
the hall couch. His own bed was 
a pile of rubble. His only two 
suits were ruined. He was stove 
in and battered up. He could 
hardly move. He couldn't go to 

He said, "Liza." She came 
and sat beside him. He. took her 
hand. "Liza, if this here trouble 
was all because I got an all- 
fired notion to sell out, then I'll 
say here an' now it's all off. I'm 
not gonna sell th' farm I" 

"Hurray!" cried Liza, kissing 
his bruised brow. 

"Baa-aaa-a!" chortled- Mister 
Butts from somewhere outside. 

"Bali!" said Ezra, and turned 
with his face to the wall. 
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KILLER ) 
JOE- 
’ YOUR 
CHALLENGE! 



LET'S GO 
■ TO THE 
RING.' 







ALL HUMOR COMICS 



GAAA-A \ 

LET'S OVERLOOK] 
~T THE — ^ 


ONLY. 
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f ALL RIGHT, ^ 
FELLOWS... YOU 
CAN LEAVE 
k NOW.' y 


TWO- PIT 
CIGAR 
BUTT 


/ WELL, WELL?.,, THE MIL ROAD \ 
PICK.' 'TIS A PLEASANT PAY TO \ 
BE A-YISITING.' COME, MY GOOD ] 
. FRIEND, AND JOIN ME IN MY J 

\PRIVAre CAR! 


/on your.' 1 
way, bozo; 
GET OFF! 


/AH ! TO ENJOY THE BEAUTIESN 
;OF THE WIDE OPEN SPACES ... 
FREE TO ROAM... WONDERFUL! 
(a HOBO'S X - 1 PE FORME.' -y 
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f //ELL, WELU.',„THE RAILROAP \ 
PICK.' "ns A PLEASANT PAY TO \ 
BE A-VISITING.' COME, MY GOOP 1 
. FRIEND, AND JOIN ME IN MY / 
>S PKIVATe CAU{ 


/on your' 

WAY, BOZO' 
GET OFF! 



JOBS- JOBS... BAH.' WHAT 
A HORRIBLE WAY Of GOING 
—^THROUGH LIFe.', ' 


MORNING, YOUR HONOR; BOZO'S THE 
NAME.,, HOBO’S TH6 TRADE. 1 NOW, I 
IF I CAN GET THE EXCLUSIVE / 
VIN VOUR TOWN — — [ r 


cbspent/als) 

^ mw y 


AH, WELL, THIS NEVER FAILS.' .. BUT IF N 
THERE WERE ONLY SOME ILLEGITIMATE 
"t WAY OF MAKING A LIVING.' ... w— 


WOT A TOWN. 





JOBS- JOBS... BAH.' WHAT 
A HOKKJBLE WAV OF GOING 
— ^THROUGH LIFE.' , — $ 
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TO CHARITV.'... TO HEI 
VTHE UNFORTUNATE? 
YpLEASE GIVE! 


x amT 

■BUNP) 


(&%!*»*% !. 
) NEW-FANGLED 

Lvurglak ■ 


THIS REMINDS ME OF MV >. 
BOYHOOD DAYS WHEN I USED' 
TO SNITCH GRAN'MA'S ^ 
PIGGY BANK' 


HMMM-Ml ...THIS CALLS FOR 


CROOKS TRIED 


REAL INGENUITV.' THERE 
.BE SOME RACKET 1 .. 


STANDBY i 


WOT A TOWN.' 
WOT A TOWN/. 


ID FAITHFUL 

medicine 

BUSINESS 


\Lz» 

r ;GULP. : WHERE’DjI 
THAT THING -M 
COME FROM? Jig 

I n“ ^ 

- the My, 

V . R5T BoiuwG^Mj 
W-Give; W 

!#;' 

T / 

1 


r OF 
COURSE. 



(GIVE, my GOOD MAN! C 
TO CHARITY.'... TO HEl! 
VTHE UNFORTUNATE.' 
YplBASB GIVE!/ 


■BUNPj 





o® 



SOME CROOKS TKIEP 
TO SWIPE THE CHARITY 
POT.' yy- -< 
inft //wufoF 


WOT A TOWN.' 
WOT A TOWN^ 






PHOOEV.' NOT ONE SALE! 

WOT A BUNCH OP 
L CHEAP SKATES.' / 


F — and it will cure ANYTHING! i~ 
GET KID OF THAT TIRED, OLD FEELING . 
v-- SACK ACHES - NBUKALOIA- ^ 
7 BIOLOGY- CHEMISTRY- T 
I MEAN — ONLY TEN / 


\r SAY, ^ 
MISTER , 
I'LL TAKE 
A BOTTLE.' 


SURE, KID' 


CUKE MAMA'S TIRED 
FEELING! WE'RE SO 
POOR- AND SHE'S SO 
ALL WORN OUT FROM , 
CHOPPING WOOD 
FOR A LIVING.' fji 
TOOK MAMA U 



'THE MEDICINE IS A FAKE.MBOY.' 
IT'S ONLV WATER.' GOSH IT'S . 
NOT RIGHT FOR A WOMAN TO f 
CHOP WOOD! I’D BETTER y 
— , COME ALONG AN' HELP/^/ 


YEAH. 


POOR 

MAMA! 





r — and it will cure anything/ 

GET KIP OF THAT TIRED, OLD FEELING, 
v~ SACK ACWGS NEURALGIA - 

1 BIOLOGY- CHEMISTRY- j 

/“'r V '» 1 MEAN — ONLY TEH J 
IP, 4 \CENTS A BOTTLEJ^y 



PHOOEV.' NOT ONE SALE.' 

WOT A BUNCH OP 
L CHEAP SKATES.' / 


IrSAYi ' 
MISTER , 
I'LL TAKE 
A BOTTLE.' 



SURE, KID.' 
ONE DIME.' 






’THE MEDICINE IS A FAKE.M'BOY.' 
IT'S ONLY WATSW COSH IT'S . 
NOT RICHT FORA WOMAN TO < 
CHOP WOOD! I'D BETTER J 
-7 COME ALONG AN' HEW/ 


/'see - 

( YOU'RE 
THE NICEST 
l BW/M I EVES 



YEAH. 


POOR 

MAMA; 
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HMMM-M ... WE'LL SOLVE THE SITUATION \ 
IMMEDIATELY WITH BOZO'S SUPER./ 

\ — BOWLING \ 

rv, / JBWA CIRCULAR 1 

y 

¥ fHB rfV"T^T ySouy, what a'' 
BynnfV om l collection of 
^J! WfM .r^ '/^JUNK.-/ 


•> I-T-I— CAN'T BEAK TO 
i LOOK! THERE GOES 
•T- THE TREE! j 


’ MA/WA- 


'YES, DEAR— IT'S THE LOST 
,B£ED TO OUR PROPERTY.' 
AFTER ALL THESE YEARS 
sJjE LANP IS OURS!/ 


PEOPLE THAT • 
MARE A TOWM 
FRIENDLY !J 
SOLONGj//?4 


SO LONG, 
BOZO! 









PEOPLE THAT ■ 
MAKE A TOWN 
FP\ENVLV!J 
SO LON G!/^ 


SO LONG. 
BOZO! 


I fcrife. 



_/ SRACIOUC, 

( JIMMY.' 

' YOU CAT 
GRAPE- NUTS 
FLAKES LIKE 
kJCE cream! 


MOM... I'VE 
(SOT WORK 
TO DO 
TODAY }y 


/ RUN. 

'qdkk! it's 

FALLING 

right on 

V U9/ > 


HIS MARVELOUS 
masnetic powers 
SAVE THE TOWN 
FROM A FLAMING 


I ETEOR, 1 


JUST THEN VOLTO FLASHES INTO THE TERRIFIED 

TOWN- t i'M N “T -- 


/ HELP, 
VOLTO.' NOW IT'S 
COMING DOWN 
ON THOSE 
v. FISHERMEN./- 


TOO/ WATCH/ 
MV RIGHT HAND 

ATTRACTS.. v. 


THIS/ LOOK/ MY 
J4AND REPELS. 


©RAPE-NUTS FLAKES SURE 

TASTE SWELL / >£*/ OUOHTTA 
TRY 'EM, TOO- FOR EXTRA 
SYNERGY AND CRACKLINS- 
CRISP FLAVOR / y 


/easy/ the \ 
/ nearest l 
[CAFETERIA HAS 
) GRAPE-NUTS 
FLAKES/ IT'S 
THE TOWN'S 
V FAVORITE.'. 


'just give me 
WHOLE-GRAIN 
CEREAL TO 
RECHARGE MY 
MECHANISM. , 


TUNE IN HOP HARRIS AN, blue network stations, 4<f mon.thru fri. 



-/SRACIOUC, 
j JIMMY.' 

' YOU CAT 
(5 PA PC- NUTS 
PLAKCS LIKE 
kJCE crbam! 


/ MORE, \ 
' Pl-EASC , 
MOM... KVE 
SOT WORK 
TO DO 
TODAY 'y 


HIS MARVELOUS 
MAGNETIC POWERS 
SAVE THE TOWN 
FROM A FLAMING 



AS JIMVW HEADS FOR SCHOOL. 


f run!'- 
'qlmckJ IT's 
FAL.UNS 
RISHTON 
V LI*/ > 



JUST THEN VOLTO FLASHES INTO THE TERRIFIED 
TOWN. 


I'LL STOP 

THIS/ LOOK.' MV LEFT 
s^WAND REPELS... >■ 



f HELP, 
VOLTO.' MOW ITS 
COMING DOWN 
ON THOSE 

v. fishermen// 


too.' watch/ 
MV RIGHT HAND 

ATTRACTS.... 



/ easy/ THE \ 
/ NEAREST l 
[cafeteria has 

) GRAPE-NUTS 
FLAKES/ IT'S 

THE TOWN'S 
\ FAVORITE.' y 


'JUST give me 
WHOLE-GRAIN 
CEREAL TO 
RECHARGE MY 
MECHANISM. . 


f YOU ^ 
( SAVED US, 
VOLTO.' WHAT 
CAN WE DO 
v FOR YOU?. 



©RAPE-NUTS P LAKES SuR» X 

TASTE SWELL you OUSMTTA 
TRY 'EM, TOO- FOR EXTRA 
N^NERay AND CRACKLINS- 
CRISP FLAVOR / y 


Crape Nuis 
Flakes 






■o you know all tliese exciting 
■facts about tbe famous 

GILBERT HALL OF SCIENCE ? 









